Dreams of music 


I'm at home, or what's supposed to be home - a room, dimly 


lit, like a rainy day. I'm listening to "Filosofem" on an old 


cassette recorder, similar to the one I had, as a child - 


bigger, clunkier, and giving an even greater impression of 
primitiveness. The music is quite different from the real 


record, but very ambient, soaring, psychedelic,and I find 


forgotten emotions while listening to it. 


I‘m. in a musical instrument. store, with poe i eke ea 
trying out some synths. I find a rhythm with a percussion 
sound and try to record it properly. 


* 


I'm listening to a Black Sabbath LP, a live album. I'm 
standing in a kind of old, miserable village. The music is 
fantastic. It has nothing to do with the usual Black Sabbath. 
I try to find a specific passage, but the needle slides by 
itself towards the end of the record. I look at the front of 
the album cover, it shows a knight, twisted trees. 


I visit streets in a village, with old and dilapidated houses 
that I want to take a picture of with my cell phone; but I 
don't have it with me and I have to use my Canon, which I have 


around my neck. I want to take a picture of a door, which 
leads to the inside of a building, and to some stairs, but the 
camera takes a long time to go off. A man, black, perhaps, and 


who is perhaps a military man, part of a group visiting this 


place, then reproaches me for having photographed him; I try 
to explain my technical problems to him. We arrive on the 
floor, where I find a number of "comrades", as if it were a 


class outing. Among other things is exposed here a plastic 
guitar, with pads on its body, and it is in fact a 


synthesizer. The buttons allow to select sounds, apply 
effects, etc.; I understand it without succeeding in really 


manipulating the object. I test some sounds, quite pleasant, 
old PCM sounds that sound good. 


My colleague tells me about a freeware that allows to generate 
music, procedurally. It is only available on an old personal 
site, in basic HTML. The owner of the site proposes to 
download some examples of soundscapes created with the 
software, evoking the sounds of Morrowind. 


I'm in an indeterminate place and thinking about music, about 
getting back to music; I want to do post-rock a la Labradford, 
thinking that given my equipment (a guitar and a bass of poor 
quality) the sound would still be catastrophic, but that it 
could always be drowned in reverb. 


I'm with some people, in a room, very teenager's room, and we 


talk about video games, maybe even play them - and they show 


me some original editions, which I didn't know existed, of 


trading cards (unless they are collector's packs) related to 


the "Manoir de Mortevielle", showing the portraits of some of 


the characters of the game. Later, I think about the Amstrad 
CPC, its capabilities, the fashion, too, of retrogaming and 


8-bit music, and I mentally hear a rather heavy, industrial, 


xcellent electro concert, supposedly produced with a CPC - a 


concert I was the artist of or not, I don't remember. 


I walk in a big city with deserted, sad, residential streets, 


in a grey or even bluish light, which remind me of the 
Saint-Denis street area in the 90s. I am bored, waiting for 
something, or lost. I follow two girls down a slight slope 


into a somewhat remote building, which turns out to be a music 
store. It is very large, the instruments very far apart. At 
the far end, against a wall, a huge synthesizer, prehistoric, 
with dozens of cables and pots. 


I'm looking to buy a cheap synth. I look at several models, I 


find a Dx7 in rack version (but with pads, like on a sampler). 


also decide to get a kind of groovebox / recorder. I'm moved 
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- but I don't know in which order or in which time to play 


them. The sound of the instrument is reminiscent of Pharoah 


Sanders. 


I'm with X. and there's a village party we want to go to, ina 
cave just outside a village, up a hill. We enter without 
seeing anyone, nor paying, but there are clues (metallic 
barriers, maybe, or a semblance of a cash register) that 
suggest that the thing is taking place. Inside, many 
corridors, rooms (it evokes the basement of the library, and 
at the same time, the cellar of the T.M), and I am impressed 
by the facilities of this small town. I think to myself that I 
would like to live in such an environment on a daily basis. We 
take several turns and arrive at a music room. There are 
several synthesizers or keyboard-arrangers on display, one of 
which I have (only in this dream). At the back of the room, 
which is quite small, several people are sitting around and 
keeping busy. One of them, a man, seems to be making 
experimental music behind a PC. Strange sounds are indeed 
heard in the room. 


